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for a time. But, on the other hand, here in
the University there seems to be little time
for general reading; and indeed it is a great
problem, as life goes on, as duties grow more
defined, and as one becomes more and more
conscious of the shortness of life, what the
duty of a cultivated and open-minded man
is with regard to general reading. I am
inclined to think that as one grows older one
may read less ; it is impossible to keep up
with the vast output of literature, and it is
hard enough to find time to follow even the
one or two branches in which one is specially
interested. Almost the only books which, I
think, it is a duty to read, are the lives of
great contemporaries; one gets thus to have
an idea of what is going on in the world,
and to realise it from different points of view.
New fiction, new poetry, new travels are very
hard to peruse diligently. The effort, I confess,
of beginning a new novel, of making acquaint-
ance with an unfamiliar scene, of getting the
individualities of a fresh group of people into
one's head, is becoming every year harder for
me ; but there are still one or two authors of
fiction for whom I have a predilection, and